I48                       A WOMAN OF THE PHARISEES

Evening was deepening into night. Brigitte stood there illumi-
nated only by the flickering flames.

"I should have realized that that wretched abbe wouldn't have the
courage to tell you of his pupil's villainy. 1 am sorry that I gave you
such a shock, Michele. But now do you understand? It was my
duty to protect you against a criminal. I knew what I was about.
The necessary information had been given me by the Comte de
Mirbel . . . but too late, alas, and for that I ask your forgiveness.
My great fault lay in ever letting you associate with that young
ne'er-do-well. I should never have regarded the presence of
Monsieur Calou as providing a sufficient guarantee. I fear that I was
wrong, too, in my estimate of him. . . /'

She read acquiescence into our lack of words and proceeded to
yield utterly to her craving for self-abandonment and surrender,

"There are moments in one's life," she went on, "when one fails
to see clearly. More than once I have questioned myself, have felt
myself oppressed by doubts. .. . Your father's death had a greater
effect on me than you will ever realize. We are responsible for every
one of the souls with which God brings us into contact on our way
through life. 'What hast thou done to thy brother?' That question,
put by God to Cain, I asked myself when I looked at the dead body
of the man whose life had been so suddenly required of him. Sudden
death is a fearful warning. . . . Each day I become more aware of
all those for whom I shall have to answer. There may have been
times when my judgment was wrong, but God is my witness that
I have ever striven for His greater glory and for the welfare of men's
souls. .. . What was that you said, Mich&le?"

My sister shook her head as a sign that she had said nothing,
moved away from the wall, and left the room. I made as though to
follow her, but my stepmother kept me back.
"No, better leave her alone with her thoughts/*
Time passed. Brigitte Pian poked the fire, and every now and
again a flame leapt upwards setting her large face in a warm glow,
and then died down, until nothing but her forehead and the pale
mass of her cheeks was visible in the gathering dusk.
"No," I said suddenly, "it would be better not to leave her alone/'